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Had she been penniless, it would probably have taken her six months
to get a contract. But with her present elegance, the freedom of action
permitted by her balance at the bank, the ability to say: "Come round
and have a drink about six o'clock; we'll discuss it then/5 she got an
immediate engagement for a play being put on at the Vari6tes. Her
little success of the previous year had not been forgotten.

"You made a splendid beginning," people told her. "Where have
you been hiding yourself?"

The twins were a bore. The flat was too small for two cradles and
two servants. Sylvaine found a woman near Malmaison to take the
infants. She thought she had amply fulfilled her duty towards the two
uninteresting little creatures. "Thanks to me," she thought, "they will
be brought up as they would never have been by their mother." She
very nearly persuaded herself that the whole business had been highly
moral, and that she had played a very proper part in the affair. With
the fortune of a rich old man she had been able to benefit several people
who badly needed it. Wasn't this the way things should be?

It was also quite natural that she should begin to wonder how she
could push Lulu out of her life.
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"More sugar, Father?" said Jacqueline with the ghost of a smile on
her thin, pale lips.

"Thank you, Madame, I have enough," replied Father Boudret.

He turned the little cup sideways to show the four lumps he had
already placed in it.

"That's not at all saintly, Father!" said Jacqueline.

"But I'm not a saint, Madame, far from it! I might perhaps have
approached sanctity had I remained as I was at twenty or, rather, had
I improved myself since then. But it seems to me, you know, that most
men spend their lives falling short of the hopes and dreams they had
when they were twenty. I'm not conceited enough to believe myself
an exception to the general rule."

As if he feared he was taking himself too seriously, he added laugh-
ing: "You see, I'm over-fond of sugar."

The Dominican Father, sent by Father de Granvilage, who had now
been visiting Jacqueline for eight weeks, was a somewhat curious per-
sonality.

He was a heavily built man in his sixties, with a protruding belly
beneath his white robe. He never lolled in armchairs, but sat bolt
upright. He was quite bald and almost without eyebrows or eyelashes;
his heavy face had vast flat cheeks and a strong chin hidden among the
fleshy folds of his neck; his head was round and polished and seemed
solidly carved from a block of wood.

He was of peasant birth and took no pains to hide it.
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